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APRIL'S AFIELD.

Owen Wister, In April Lipp'ncott's.
April's afleld. April's in the l.l.rt;:l

ou Ay see e u
Willows thht at ,&lw'l'l “{ro tare, o
Mendows that were Lrown,
“im which the lengthening mellow du
Creep Into green before the san goes down,
And some Mack bough. while mortal backs were turned,

Swift stolen Into Hower,

has brrned,

Apdl's afield, April's In the slr!
Fleeting over Earth's slow dust,
Leaving us behind here, where
Pass and pass the years,
Soulless ns Echo, she ran never koow
Our kisses that she Lasfens, nor our tesrs.
Not for s watcliers do her blossoms blow |
Thelr day 15 come: Lhey must,

April's afield. April's In the air!
> Heavy Winter turns hils feet
Northwanl with his load of care:
And on April's wings

Unreasoning our human hearts upsoar,
As bearts have done since they were humun things,

As humnn hearts shall do for evermore

When ours forget to beat,
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It is perhaps useless to attempt to trace and
recapitulate the canses ‘which had led Laura Carl-
yon to the state of mind in which she bad found
courage to tell Arden that she loved him,  There
might be harder moments in store for her, but this
had been the hardest she had known hitherto.
Nothing short of a real und greut love, she be-
lioved, could have carried her through it, and she
Lind been conseions for some days that if the op-
portunity came she meant to do what she had
dore. In other words, she had been quite sure that
Arden loved her and that she loved him. This
being graated, it wae in accordance with her
character to take the initiative. With far less
sympathy than ehe felt in all her thoughts, she
would have understood that a man of his instinets
would never speak of his love to her unless almost
directly bidden to do so. Laura was slow to make
up her mind, sure of her decision when reached,
and determined to act upon it without consulting
any one. Many peoplo said later thut she had
sacrifieed herselt for Lord Herbert's expeoted for-
tune, or for his position. A few said that she was
a very good woman, and that, finding herself ne-
glected, ghe had decided to devote her life to the
happiness of a very unhappy man for whom she
felt @ sincere friendship. That was at least the
more charitable view. But neither was at all the
right one. She honestly and really believed that
she loved the man; she saw beyond a doubt that
he loved her. and she took the shortest and most
direct way of ending sll doubta on the subject.
On that same night when Arden had quite re-
covered and had gone heme with Ghisleri, ghe
gpoke to her mother and told her exactly what
had bappened.

The Princesa of (Gerano opened ler jaiet brown
eves very wide when she heard the news. She
was handsome still at five and forty, a little stout
perhaps, but well proportioned. Her light brown
lisir was turning gray at the tomples, but there
wera fow lines in her smooth, calm face, and her
complexion wus still almost yonthful, though with
little coloring. She looked what she was, a Woman
of the world, very far from worldly, not con-
scions of half the evil that went on around her,
and much given to inward contemplation of a re.
figious kind when not aotively engaged in social
duty. She had seen Laura's growing apprecia-
tion of Arden, and had noticed the frequency of
the latter's vixite to the house. But she had her-
self learned to like him very mnch during the lost
month, and it never suggested iteelf to her that
he conld wish to marry Laura nor that Laura
could care for him, considering that he was unde-
niably @ cripple. It was no wonder that whe was

surprised.

“ Dear ohild,” ehe said, “I do not know what
to say. OF course I have found out what & really
good man he is, though he s so fond of that wild
Ghisleri—they are always together. I have a great
admiration for Lord Herbert, As far as position
goes, there is nothing better, and T auppose he is
rich enough to support you, thouzh I do not know.
You see, darling, you have nething but the little
1 can give you. But mever mind that—there is
only that one other thing—I wish he were not—="

She checked herself, far too delicate to hurt lier
daughter by too direct a reference to Arden’s phy-
gical shortcomings. But Laura, strunge to say,
wes not semsitive on thay point.

“1 know, mother,” she said, “he is deformed.
It is of no use denying it. as he says himself. But
it T do mot mind that—if I do not thihk of it at
all when I am with him, why sheuld every ode
elso care? After all, if T marry him, it is to pleasa
mysellf, and fiot the people who will usk us to
dinner.”

The young girl laughed happily as she thought
of the new life before her, and of how she would
make everything easy for poor Arden, and make
Tim quite forget that he could hardly walk. [Ier
mother looked at her with quiet wonder.

“Think well before you act, dear,” she said.
“ Marringe is a very serious thing, There is no
drawing back afterward, and if you were to ba
at all unkind after you are married—"

« 0 mother, how can you think that of me?"

“No—at least, you would never mean it. You
are too good for that. But it would break the
poor man's heart. He is very wensitive, it is no*
every wan who faints when he finds out that w
young girl loves him—fortunately, not every man,”
she added with a smile

“Jf every one loved ss we do, the world would
be much happier,” said Laura, kissing her mother.
“ Do not be afraid, I will not Lreuk his heart.”

“ God grant you may not break your own, dear!®
The Princess spoke in a lower voice, and turned
away her face to hide the teurs that stood in her
eyes.

“ Mine, mother'"” Laura bent over her as she
eut in her dressing-chair.  “What is 1t”" she
psked anxiously, as she saw that her wother's
cheek wae wet.

“You are very dear to me, child,” murmured
the Princoss, drawing the young head down to her
bresst, and kissing the thick black hair.

So the matter was settled and Laura Lad her
way. It ia not easy to say low most mothers
would have behaved under the circumstances.
There are worldly ones enough who wonld have
received the news far more gladly than the Prin-
ocees of Gerano did; and there are doubtless many
who would refuse w eripple for a son-iu-law on any
condjtion whutever. Laura's mother did what she
theught right, which is wore than most of us can
wy of our actions.

The Frince was almest as much surprised as his
wife whea he learned the news, but Le wus con-
vinoed that he had nothing to say in the matter,
Laura was quite free to do s she pleusad, and, more-
over, it was o good thing thut she should murry o
man of her own faith, and ultinintely live among
her own people, since nothing could make either
» Catholic or & Roman of her, But e was not

pleased with her choice. Ie bad an
Italisn's cxaggedated horror of deformity, und
though he liked Lord Horbert, he could never
quite overcome his repulsion for bis outwurd de-
foots. Thero was nothing to be deno, however,
and en the whole the marriage hud much in its
favor in his eyes.

The engagement was aocordingly announced with
duo formality, and the wedding duy wus fixed for
the Saturday after Easter, which fell carly in that
year. Not until the duy before the Princess told
nows to every one did Arden communicate it
had perfect confidence in his
but having said that Le would

-

“ Tt was not very hard to guess, You loved each
other, yon went constantly to the house and spent
your ovenings with her in other people’s houses,
thers was no reason why vou should not marry—
aceordingly I took it for granted that you would
be married,  You see that [ was right. T am de-
lighted.  Ask me to the wedding.”

Arden laughed,

“1 thought vou would never enter one of our
churches! ™ le exclaimed.

“1 did not know that T had such a reputation
for devout obedience 1o general rules,™ answoered
Ghisleri.

“As for your reputation, my dear fellow, it is
not that of u saint. But I once raw you saving
your prayers.”

“1 dure sav,” replied Piotro, indifferently. *1
sometimes do, but not generally in the Corso, nor
on the Pineio.  How long was thnt? Do you hap-
pen to remember 2"

“Six or seven years, 1 fancy—ch, yes! 1t was
in that little chnreh in Dieppe, just before you
went off on that long cruise—you remcmber it,
too, I fancy.”

“T suppose T thought T was going to be drowned,
and was seized with a passing ague of premature
repentunee,” said Ghisleri, lighting a cigarette,

“What a goeer fellow you are!™ obwer ol Ar-
den, striking a Hght in bis turn. *T was talking
with Miss Carlyon ubout you some time ago, and I
tcld her vou were a ginner, but a righteous one.”

“ A xhade worse than others, perhaps, beeause 1
know a little botter what 1 am doing,” answersd
Ghisleri, with a sneer, evidently intended for him-
self,

He was looking at the tomb of Cecilia Metella,
as it rose in sight ahove the horses' heads af the
turn of the road, and he thought of what had hap-
pened to him there years ago, and of the conse-
guences. Arden knew nothing of the nssocintions
the ruin had for his friend, and langhed nguin,
He was in 4 very happy humo: on thafiday, us ho
waus for many days afterward,

“1 can never quite make yon out,” he sald.
“ Are you good, bad, or a humbug 2 You cannot
be both good and bad at once, You know."

“XNn. But one may be olten bad, and some-
times do decently good deeds,” observed (ihislori,
with a dry laugh, *Let us talk of your mar-
riage instead of speenlating on my salvation, or
more probably perdition, if there really is such a
thing, When is the wedding duy 27

Arden was full of plans for the future, and they
drove far out tulking of ull thut was belure the
young couple.

On the following day the news was announced
to the city und the world. The world held up its
hands in wonder, and its tongue wigged for n
whole week and a few duys more. Laura Carlyon
was to marry & penniless cripple of the most dis-
sipated habits. Iow shocking! Of conrse every
one knew that Lord Herbert had not fainted at
all that night at the Palazzo Braceio, but had
ghicoumbed, in the natural course of events, to
the effects of the champagne e had taken at
dinper. That was now quite certain. And the
whole world hvas well aware that his father had
ent him off with a pittance on account of his
ovil ways, and that his brother had twiee paid
his gombling debts to save the family nune from
disgraee, Englishmen as a race, and English erip-
ples in particular, were given 1o drink and high
play. The man had actually been the worse for
wina when talking to Laura Carlyon in her moth.
er's house, and Ghisleri had been obliged to carry
him out for deceney’s suke before anything wors®
happened.  Scandalous! It was o wonder that
Ghisleri, who, after all, was a gentleman, could
gasoclute with such a fellow. After all, nobody
ever liked Laura Carlyon since she had first ap-
peared in gociety, soon after dear Donna Adele’s
marringe. It was as well that she should go tu
England and 1fve with her tipsy cripple, She was
good-looking, s some people adimitted. Shie might
win the heart of her brother-in-law and indiico
him to pay her hushand’s debts w third time.
They were eaid to be enormous.

The men wers, on the whole, more charitable,
Conseious of their own shorteomings, they did not
Mame Lord Herbert very severely for taking a
little too much “extra dry.” They did, however,
abuse himsomewhat roundly at the club, for hav-
Ing gone to the Gerano party at all whtn he should
have known 1hat he was not steady. Of the fucts
themselves they had not the slightest donbt.  Un-
fortunately for one of them who happened fo he
declaiming on tlie snbject, but who was really by
no means a bad fellow, he did not nutlee that
Ghislerl had entered fhe reom before he had fin-
ished his speech. When he had qguite dene, Ghils.
leri came forward.

“ Arden is my old friend,” he said quletly
“ e nover drinks. He hae 8 diseuse of the hesrt
and he fainted from the heat. The doctor and 1
took him home togsther. I hope that none of
vou will take np this disgusting story which was
started by the women. And 1 Ligpe Pletrasanta
there will do me the honor to belifve what 1 say,
and tell you that he was mistaken”

Ghisleri wns not a pleasant person to quarrel
with, and moreover lad the reputation o! bein:
truthful. His story, too, was quite as pro hable
us the other, to say the least of it Don Gian-
battista Pietrasunta glineer quickly from one to
the othier of the men who were geated wround him
as though to ask their udvice in the matter.
Several of tilem nodded almost imperceptibly, as
though eotinseliing him to do as Ghisleri requested.
Thero was nothing at all aggresive in the latter's
manner, either, as he quietly lit a clgarette whq»
waiting for the other's answer. Sapddenly a defp
volee was heard (rom saother cerner of the room.
The Marchese de San Giacinto, giant in body un.
tertune, had been reading the paper with the ut-
most. indifference during all the previous conver-
gation. All at once he spoke, deliberately and to
the point.

“1t is no business of mine,” he said, “ua I do
not know Lord lHerbert Arden except by sight.
But 1 was at the dance the other night, and half
an hour lefore the ocenrrence you ure discnssing,
Lord Herbert was standing beside me, talling of
the Egvptian diteulty with the French am-
bassador, 1 have often seen men drunk. Lord
Herbert Arden was, in my opinion, perfectiy sober.”

Having delivered himself of this statement, San
Giacinto put lis very black cigar beiween his
teeth again and took up the evening paper he hl
been reading.

In the face of such men as Ghisleri and the
Marchese, it would have been the mersst folly to
continue any opposition.  Morcover, Pletrasanta
was neither stnpid oor Lad, mid he was not a
coward,

“1 do not know Lord UHerbert Arden myself,”
lie said without aflectation. “ What 1 sufd 1 got
on hearsay, and the whole stoy is evidently a
fabrication which we ought to deny For the
rest, Ghislerl, if you are not wuite ratisfied—-"
He stopped and lovked at Pietro,

* My dear fellow,” sid the lutter, * what more
could 1 have to say about the affair? You all
secmned to be in the dark, and 1 wanted to elear the
matter up for the sake of my old frizl, That
is sll. 1 am very much obliged tu you.”

After this incident there was less tulk at the
elubs, and in u lew days the watter dropped, But
the world said, as vsual, that all the men were
afraid of Ghislerl, who wns a duellist, and of San
Gincinto, who was a giant, and who had taken
the trouble to learn to fence when he first came
to Rome, snd that they hud busely eaten their
words. Men were such cowards, said the world.

Lord Herbert and Lavura lived in blisstul ig-
norancs of what wus #aid ubout them. ‘The propu.
rations for the wedding were alreudy begun, und
Laura's modest troussean was wlmost all ordered.
She and Arden bad discussed their future, and
hiaving realized that they must live in 4 very eco-
nomical fashion for the present and so long us iy
pleased Heaven to preserve irden's maternal uncle
among the lviug, they decided that the weldiding
shoukd be as quiet and unostentations as possilils,
The old Prince, however, thongh far too conscien.
tious to have settled a penny of his inlerited
fortune upon Luura, even if she hud chosen to
MAITS & pauper, Wis not ungenerous in other ways,
and considered himself at liberty to offer the pair
some very magnificent silver, which he was able
to pay for out of his private economies. As for
Donna Adele, sbe presented them with a couple of

handsome wine-coolera—donbtless in delicate alln-
sion to the fietitions story about the champagne
Lord Herbert wus suppbsed to have taken. The
fmplied insult, If there was any, was not at all
noticed by those who had never tieard the tale,
however, and Adele had to hide lier time for the
present.

Meanwhile the seascn tore along ot o breakineck
puce, and Letit was fast approaching. Everyhody
caw and danced with almost everybody elae eVery
pight, and some of them supped afterward and
gambled till nidday, and were surprised to find
that their nerves were shoky, and their livers
slightly cceentrie, and their eyes anything but
limpid. DBut they all knew that the quict time
was coming, the Lent wherein no man can danee,
nor woman eitlier, and they mwmused themselves
with a contempt for human life wliel woull have
amonnted to lieroism il displayed Qo a gooil caise.
“They " ‘of coprse weans the gay set of that par-
tleular yoar.  As the Prineess of Gierann gave
regular infurmal danees, and two Ll at the end
of Carnival, she and her danghter woere con-
cidered 1o helong more or less to the company of
the chief merry-makers. The savelli couple were
in it. alsn, ns u matter of course Gonache was
in it when he pleased, a dozen or fifteen young
members of the diplomatic corps, ald Spicea, whoe
wlways went everywhere, the Contessa dell” Armi,
whose husband was in Parliament and ra rely went
into society, Ghisleri and twenty or thirty others,
men and women who wers Young or thonght
themselyvies so.

Ahout  three  weeks Ash
Anastase Gounehwe, the pen nnially young, had o
brilliant inspivation.  His studio was in an his-
torieal palace, and consisted of three halls whisch
might have passed for churches inowny other
povntry, so far as their size was poneernd,  He
determined to give n Shrove Tuesday supper o
the gay sot, with a tablean. and a long final waltz
afterward, by way of interving the manzled re-
wmains of the season, as he expressed it The wup-
per should he at the weial Jdinner liour instead of
at 1 o'clock, becanso the gay sel was not altn-
gother as searlot s it was painted, and did not,
as a whole, care to dunce into the morning of Ash
Wednesday.  The tabloau shonld represent (ur-
nival meeting Lent. I'he Contessn dell’ Armi
chould be in it, and Ghisleri, and Donna Adele,
and possibly Sun Gineinto might be induesd to
appear us a mask, 1l enormous stature wonl!
Ve very imposing.  The Contessa, with lier classie
features unid vielet eves, would make an admira-
hle nun, and there would be no dittienlty in getting
together o train of revellers. Glusleri, lean,
straight, and tall, wonld da for n satuaie being
of some kind, and could head the Carnival pro-
cossion,  The whole thing wonld not last five min-
utes, and the dancing shonld begin at onee.

“Conld you not say sotsething my friend 7
asked Gounele, as le tulled the matter over with
Gihislert.

“1 eonld, if vou conld find something for me 19
wav,” amswerad the fatter.  “ But of what tse
wounld it be "

“The density of the publie,” replied the great
painter, *is, 1o use the jureon of witlemee, as cotton
wool multiplied into east iron.  You eitfior sink
into it and mwake no nofse at wll, or you knoek
vanr head against and cannot get through it. You
huve never sent & pieture 1o the Salon withont
naming it, or you would nnderstund axgrtly what
[ mean.  They took a pleture T onee painted tor o
church, for a seene from the Decameron, 1 believe
—hut that was when | was youny and hat illu-
cions.  On the whole, you had bhetter find sotmie-
thing to soy, and gy It=vorse, if possible, They
say you have a knack at verses”

“ Carnival meting Lent,” sald Ghisleri, thonght.
fully.  Then he laughed. 1 will try—thoneh 1
am no poet. 1 will trust a lttie to my acting to
help my lume feat”

Gihisleri laughed agaiv, as though an amusing
idea had struvk him. That night he went ot
early, and as very often happeissl, in s bud humor
with himeelf and with most things e wos a
very unhappy man, who felt himself o be alwnys
the eentre of u conflict hotween opposing pissions,
and he had long been in the hahit of throwing
into & rouch, impersonal shape, the thonghts that
crossed fus mind about himself and others. whea
he wis alone at night.  Deing, as he vere truly
gaidd, no poet, e guickly tore np such wdids and
etils of halting rhiyme or stumbling prose, either
as joon 08 they wore written, or the next morning
Whntever the form of these productions mizht
b, the fdeas they expressed were rarely foeble
atd indeed were sometimes o strong that they
wight have even shocked some unosially sensi-
tive person in the gay st

Being, as has been sadd, inoa bad humor ow thut
partieular evening, he naturaliy lind something o
sy 1o himsell on paper, ard as he took his pencitl
L thonght of Gouuche's sugeestion.  In s coupie
of hours bie Do got what be wanted aml went to
sloep. The great artist liked the verses when
Ghisleri read them to him oon the following day, |
the Contessa consented to aet the” part of the nun,
unid the affair was settled,

It was u groat suceess,  Gounele's wile, Donna
Faustina, had entered anto ber husband's plans
with all her heart. She was of the Montevarchi
family, sister 1o the Marchesa di San Wincioto,
the latter being a Saracinesca, as every ltalian
kuows,  Gounehe did things in a prineely fushion,
and sisty people, including all the gay sot unl a
few others, sat down to the dinner which Anuss.
tare won pleased to call w sapper. Every one
wis very gny.  Almost every ome was inoosenw

hetore Wolnesday.

Jere deep-toned bells struck twelve, while the
mandoline still continued. «Then, all at once,
I wus aware of two figures in the gloom, advancing
toward the deor of o church in front of me.
The one Was & woman, a nun in white robe and
black hood, whose saintly violet eyes mwned”to
shine inthe darkness,  The other was & monk.
The Contessa dell’ Armi enme Alowly forward,
her pale, clear faer lifted und thrown into strong
elief by the black Tioatldress, grusping & heavy
rosary in her folded {ands. Behind her came
San Giacinto, recognizable auly by his colozsal
stature, his fuce hidden in the shndow of a black
Both were admirable, and & murmur of
1 the room,
he door,” continued the
t maskers broke into the

l"li“'l
sutisfaction ran through

“ As they reached t
reader, “a wild truin o
atreat "

(ihisleri entercil drom the opposite scepe, aT-
rayed somewhat in the manner of Maphistopheles,
i iﬁllﬂlllllinl‘ slung over his ghoulder, on which he
was playing. Donna Adele and n dozen others
followed him closely, in every variety of brilliant
Carnival dress, dancing forward with tambourines
and costanets, their eyes bright, their steps ca-
denced to the rhiythm of the waltz tune which
now broke out loud and clear—fair young women
with flushed cheeks, all ife, nnd motion, and
langhter; and young men following them closely,
Innghing, und talking, and singinz, all dancing in
and ont with chunglng steps. Then all at ones
the musie disd away to 8 whisper: the nun and
the monk stood back as thongh in horror nuainst
the chureh door, while the evellers grouped them-
solves together in varied poses around them, Ghis-
Jori the contral fignre in the midst, howing with a
digbolieal smile before the white-robed mun.

«In front of all,” said the voica again,  gtood
one whose face [ shall never foraet, for it was like
my own. The features wers mine, but npon them
were reflected all the sius of my life, and all the
evil T have done. 1 thought the other revellers
did not see him."”

Again the musie swelled and rose,
of dancers passed on with sonz and laughter, and
disappeared on the opposite gidee of the stage.
Glisleri ulone stood still before the saint-like
figure of the Contessa dell' Armi, bowing low untd
lolding out to her a tall red 2liss.

“Ile who was like me stayed behind,™ con-
tinned the reader, *and the licht from Ius glass
seomed to shine upon the saintly woman's fuos,
and she dmw haek as though from contamination,
to the monk's side for protection, T lnew her
fuer when [ saw it=the face 1 have known too
lonz, ton well.  Then he who was like me spoke
to her, und the voice wias my owrn, but as [ would
have had it when I have Twen worst "

As the peader copssd Ghisleri began to sprak.
His voloe was strong, but capable of considerable
softness and passionate expression, and he did his
hest to pender his own irregular verses Foth in-
tollizible and moving to his hearers, in whioh effort
he was much helped by the dress e wore and
by the gestares e made use of.

You thn sint

and the troin

I the

S we meot ot the Jast! time-
proved sinner.

Yeu the young, 1 the old
ginner

At the ond of the season here, with o glass of wine

Tn discuss the salvebion and—weil—the mine and thioe

Of all the souls wo have met this year, and dealt with,

O those vou have tried to make fool, and those L havo

1 the world.-worn, you tho be-

felt with;
Though, sfter all, dear S2int, had we met ln hraven
Refors you got salutship, or 1 the infernal leaven
Fhat worke so hot t» kUL the old angel In me=
It vou had seen the world then, as T waa ahle ta
Defors Setreant-Major Michasl gave me that fall.—
Not 3 rlght Mail, mind you, taking e facts in all,—
We mitght have been on the sama aide both.  Dut now
It Is voups te cry over limt sotils, as it's mine to show

a0

then Bow
Ihey may atumble and tumble Inte the infernal slough

wa hepe Wi are Xaw tejl pre—=xour honor true-

Whae do vou think of our season ! Which wins? 11 Yuu!

M, ha, ha! Swiet friend, you can nandly doubt

Tihe pesult of this two wonths' hard-fought wrestling bout.

I have won You have last the gutoe I deivie u trade

Whirh 1 layvenited—psrhaps—but you have u i

Withant yeur hraven, frlond Salnt, what would be my Loll?

Without your goodness, uid 1 hope to do sa well

With the puor litile pedier’s pack of orlginal sln

They handed e down, when thay turued me out to begin

sy devil's trade with souts, But now 1 ask

Why for #ternal peapnce Lhey Eave Hid wa Jlght »

You have not condesciuded fom hed Vel bo tarste Gur car-
nival foast,

Mot IF veu Gl

That the meals

Vi pleest of angels, whoss tasbes are whally e,

(i frletid <1 hate you! 1 hate your salutly faco,

Youi holy o¥is, vour vague ¢tlostial groce,

You are boo cold for me, whote soul st stuels

I fees whose (ury you have pever felt

KWt conwe, unbend o little It ns chatter

Of What wa [ike Lest of What enr pride may futier

Nalvation and datnuntion—thers's the theme—

Your trade and mioe—what 1 am und what Fou scom.

count the spuls we have played for, you w I,

t on @ cerelras joX of the dis,

task 1

uid admij at 1mso

tastod It You we
and might allure

passahly

wen swWeat,

Lot
Tl | rokeni hentis vou have jos
Hourts that were broken in lre, by one short, sharp fault

of the head,
Ronls 1iftedl on pinlons of fire, to sink an wings of lead
Wo have gamblel, and 1 have wod, while you have steadily
1 lavehing, yvou weeplng your seperinss salntly teams sach

Bl vinp Lossrd

Ca pow—glye It up! ity your eyos; your heaven's
dreatn

sell your salutship for what it (s worth, and comn over
the Levills stprene !

Make Judas Jecatlot cnvy the sweets of gur sin--

Poer Judas, who cnded hibpsell whern I vould Rave wished
to r\'l-'"l H

A chosen conmip

wasted
Uad he Hved to eat his 01 ot the fewst e barcly tisted

Al wy friend, yuu ke horebly god! OBl L kunew
vou of old

dexton—holl's frult would net have been

fancy diess or mask, there was no order of pro-
cetence, and all were placed where they would |
huve the best chanes of amosing themeelves, The
Lialle of the studiv, with their magnitleent tapes-
tries and almost priceless obgects of art, were won
deorful to seo in the beight hight,  Many of the
costumes were really superb, amd all wers brill-
innt. Nooone knew what was to take place wfter
supper, bul every one wias siare there was te hp
daneing, and all were aware that it was the last
danee before Easter, and that the best daneers in
Rome were all prescut,

One of the bolls lud een hastily litted op oas a
theatre, with a little stage, a row of lootlights,
wid a baelgroum] represnting o durk wall, wita
& devp archway in the middle, ke the door of a
chiureh. Wihen every one wis sented, a deip,
clear voiee spoke out w litthe protogue Trom be-
hind the scenes, and the tleores, a8 they were e
seribed, moved out from cpposite sides ol the stige
fo meet end group thewselves belor the ]J:lml:l
doorway.  Let prologne and verse speak for them-
welves,

"It owas nearly midnight=the madnight that
ends Shirove Tuesday and begins Ash Wednesday
dividing Carnival from Leat. | left the r.-.hh:-:
where all the whrld of Rome wus feusting .mlE
pretending that the feast was the lyst of lhl"\'-'ur
The brilllant light Hashed upon silver and ;{ll]ll‘
dyed itsell in owmber and purple wine, ran ri.n;
amongst jewels, and Wazed vpon muany :: Tuir Tueo
and snowy neck.  The clucks were all stopped
lest some tinkling bell should wutn men Illlli
women that the day of langhter was over, anl
that the hour of teers hud struek.  Bat 1, In-..jku-n-
hearted, siek in soul and weary of the two months
strugele with evil fute, turned wway trow them
and left them to all they loved, und to all that |
could never love again.

“1 pussed throngh the deserted ballroom, nni
my hieart sank as 1 thought of what was uvrll and
done.  The polished floor was strewn with .wuh-
ered hlossoms, with torn and erumplod favors from
the dance, with shreds of gasze und luco: Inany
chuirs were overturned ; the light ntrw:;-m.l |Iuw:|
like day upon u great desolation: the heated air
was faint with the swd odor of dead flowers. There
wag the corner where we sat, glhie and | m-muhrt
last woek, u week before that —wlu-n_-‘wr :huli
never sit again, for neither of us would l shiv
ered #3 T went out uto the night, :

“Through the dark streets 1 went, not kuowin
und vot ecuring whither, nor hearing the rmklihq
mandolines and changing songs of the rc\'l-llr'R
who passed me on their homewnrd way w

At this point u mandoline way roully heard 1
the very faintest tones from bebind .rlu- n-onnl':
playing searcely above u whisper, as it were, ll.-'
tamous * Tout pour 'amour™ waltz of W:l-lu-;lrrol,

“Suddenly,” the voice resumed, above the dely
cute notes of the instrument, * the In-lhl rang nu;

1 know il yonr virtues, your graces, your beantiem; 1
kuow they um cold !

| mut 1 know thet far down in the depths of your eryatal-

T sonl

Thero's a spat the archapgel physiclan wight net pro-
natiie + whole

Toere's a ‘el In your henven thore's & hewven o vy
Lell.  There we mevt.

Al, the

What's perdition to yuu ls salvabion to e
deilcate sWweol

Of wad teothies, of broken confeasions, of tighits unbilest !

Oh, the shadowy horror of bate that banats luve's aleps

s ithont et
I destre tu Lo dead=to 7o dend both the belngs ooe
hales,
pne's st and the other, twin victhms of opposite fales
How L liite ot You thing beyond Batun's supr st

te i ptatiun,
You coeiture of Hght for whom God has erdalnd  no
ki,
Your esiupee e,
Pngers

i the neck of each sloner to brand him with fHiye red-
Lioe fngers !

Yot oscaper me=yon dute scoll ab e
prctender,

Must stie for your beautiful soul with temptation more
Leide

Than o wan cun fnd for & wotsal, When night in her
mn it glory

Siivers & worl (0 @ poen, nekes s poem of o commonplaee

the being whose aearing haod lovingly

—and 1, poor Gld

stny !
So I owue e b your foot fur your soub and the gold of
your heart,
To break oy own i1 lose you=Lose youl
Atart.
You sngel—yot bitterawest creatuie of bLeaven, 1 love
vou and hate you l
Vor | kpow whet You arc, and 1 kouw that my sin can.
Mo tats you.
| inow that you are better than I-by the blessing of God !
Aud I hate what I8 Detter than 1 by the blvesing of fiod !
Wit right has the Belng Magoificent, rolgning suprome,
To wield the buge might that Is His, bnoa pedsure exiveme
What right hoas God got of his streongth o make you all
Koud,
Aud me bed from the Brst wnd welohed down In my sin's
leaden hood 1
Wi;.l.l:mm have you to be pure, my asgel, when 1 am
o0
Whnt right have vou to the lHght, whilo I, ke an owl,
Must bBlink i hell's darkiess and count my sins by the
bead,
While you eap ges wll you prav for, the wine and the mead
Of a heavenly blessing, siowored upon you stralghte
Because you chance to stand on the consccrate sida of
Ui gate )
::ﬂ Give me @ 1i'tle nature, give me @ human truwn
Hye we o he hat feels—
ol :u:.r: that feels—and falls, as o heart shoull—
trive me & woman wWho loves and & man whey o
GIve e the tnatant's oy that ends In an t:I-I' I:f‘ll;mglln'
filve me the one dear tot-h that 1 love—amil that you ;:‘“,
And 1 will give my empire for the Kingdom you hold dear |
L will conse from tempting and tortuping, [ will e th
; pmlr sluner go, 2 e
wi .
«ern;.::n::’ biind oves heavenward ond,forgot this
I will chunge from ,
If vou will only ‘.u‘\:l-n:u':n:::“:;l::u: oo jake
he Devil his dus,m

It hind heen previously arranzed that at the last

No-do apt

and 1 knew that my Jast Caruivai was dead,”

wards the nun should thrust buck his Satanloe
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turned out otherwise. As he drew near the con-
clusion, Ghisleri erept stealthily up to the Contes-
su's side, and threw -ull the persunsion he pos-
sosspdl into his voice.  But it was most probably
the Contessy’s love of surprising the world which
lodd her to do the contrury of what was expected.
At the last line of his speech, she made one wild
gosture of despair, and threw bherself backward
upon Ghisleri's rendy arm. For one moment he
looked down finto her white upfirned face, anft
lis own grew pale as his gleaming eyves met hers.
With characteristic presence of wind, Sun (rincinto,
thie monk, bent his head, and stalled away in holy

horror a8 the curtain fell.
CIIAPTER 1V.

rang through the roow. The poetry, i it could be
called poetry, had assuredly not peen of o high
order, and as for the sentiments it expresseidl, o
gocd number of the audience were wmore than
usually shocked. But the whole thing had been

oftective, unexpected, and striking, especially the

ending, over which the world smacked its lips.
«1 do not like it ut all,” sald Laura Carlyon to
Arden, as they left the seats where they had sat

tegother through the little performance,

* They looked very well,” Lo answered thought-
fully. = As for what he said, it wus tihisleri. Thut
ia the man's character. He will talk in that way
while he dues not believe u word he says, or only

one out of ten,”

“Then I do not like his character, nor him,"”
returncd the young lady, frankly. = Bat 1 should
not suy it to yon, dear, hecause he fs youp Dest
triend. e shows you all the good there is in Inirm,
I suppose, and lie shows us all the bad.”

“Np one over salil a truer thing of him," sail
Arden, limping along by her side. " But [ adwmire
the man's careless strength in what he does, 9

I is casy to use strong lanzuage,” replied
Laurs, quietly. * It is quite another thing to be
strong. 1 believe he is weak, morally speaking.
But then, how should T know?  One only gluesses

at suen things, after ull.”

= You, it is oll guesswirk,
derstand him better to-night than before,

A moment later the sound of dance musie came
from the most distant and the lurgest of the rovms.
Gilislert and the Contessa dell’ Armi were already
there. She was so slight of figure that she draped
her nun's dress over her gown, and hal only to
drop it to be herself again. They took u lirst turn
together, and (rhislert talked softly all the 1ime he
daneed,

“ Shockingly delighttul—the whole thing!" ex-
claimed Donna Adele, watehing thew, How well
they aeted 1t?  They must have 1elicarsed very
often.”

“Quite often enough,
the Marchesa ol San tiacinte, with o

An hour vy two pussed away and Lauri ! ::rlf:m
found lerselt walking about with Gihiisleri altor
daneing with Jam Iie wis o Very mawhiticent
personage in his searlet, black, and goll costutne,
And Lanrs lerself looked far mors sintly i Lier
pvening gown than the Contess dedl” Armi had
looked in the dress of @ nun,  The two wade a
fine contrust, and some one siid so, unfortunately
within hearing of both Adele Savelli an’l Mad .
lens dell’ Arml.  ‘The latter turned hor oold fase
quickly wnd Jooked ot Laurs and Ciltisleri, but
lier expression did not chunge. :

“Whut @ very uncertain person that dear Ghis
leri bs!7 observed Donna Adele to Pietrasanta, as
she notiesd the Contessa’s movement,  She apok®
just so lond thut the latter conld hear her, then
turned away with her companion and wilkel in
the opposite direction.

Mounwhile Ghisleri wnd Laura were together,
The voung girl felt un wld sensation as her hand
Jay on his arm, ax though she were doing sotie
thing wrong.  She 4lid pot understand his e,
nor hius, being far 100 young wiid innocent vt life's
durker thongnts and dects,  She hod sadd that
she |Iulik--ltlum. beeatise that seomed best to ox-
|1mm what ghe felt—a certain vague wish not to
» too near him, & certadn tmidity when he wus
within learing whieh she did nor feel at other
times,

“ Y on did not mean any of those things you sujd,
Al yon, Siguor Ghisleri 7 she asked, s arcely
knowing why she put the question.

I mweant them s, wnd much wore of the same
kind, ™ answered Pietro, with a hard langh.
dnn sorry—1 would rather not beliove it.”

“Why

“ Begiuse it s not pight to think such things,
nor even to say them inou play.”

Gildalert looked at bier in some surprise.  Lanra
folt u sort of impulse ol conscience to say what
she thought.

“Ah! you are horeibly good! " lanzhed Gliisleri,
fuuting lils uwn verse

Laura felt uncomfortable as she met his glanes.
We peally looked very Satunie just then, as lus
ovebrows wont np oand the deep lines deepencd
between bis eves and on his forehead.

= Either one belioves or one does not,™ she said,
S one does—="* Sl hesitated,

S e does, does 00 Tollow that becauss God
is goud to you, He has been good to me alse, Misa
Carlyon '

His expression clianged, and Lis voiee was grave
and almost sl Laura sighed aluost inauaibly,
but suid notling. :
Will you have anything?” he asked indifltor-
ently, ufter the short puuse.  “A gup of tea 2

“Thanks, no, 1 think 1 will go to mwy mother, ™
. Ghislert wok her to the Princess's side amnd left
Wwr.

*You seemed to be having a very interesti
conversation with Miss {‘.nrlf':m jlli% lm\:-r!‘::m
the Contessa dell’ Armi as e sat down beside Ler
w quutter of un hour later. * What were you talk-
ing about

A ;"]"'i answered (ilalmh'l‘i, lnconically,

“With o voung givl '™ excluimed the C ;
* Bur !huﬂ—l’hul!’iiw—" . R a

* You nesd not raise your exebrows, nor talk in
that tone, my dear Indy,” roplied Ghistori. * Miss
Curlyon 18 yuite beyond sarcasms of that sort
Since you are eurious, she was telling we that i
wis sintul to say the things you wers good uuuu“i;
to liston 1o in the tablean, even in a play.”

ARE Aud you will be persuaded, T dure say.
What beautiful eyes she has! It is a0 pity wl
18 80 clumsy und neavily made,  Really ha"u :l:‘:
thoe ihingy eot thut you will never say any of

pose things aguin—ulte v Wy Yok
phw\ tor SII:’"? I alter the wuy | ended  the

*No, 1 have not promised to be good yot
for your ending of the  $001), SR As
Wi n-.u-:mw_-d.'i periormasos, & consens 1

a }"uu :linll lmlsl show it."

*It would hardly have bee y
my part, would it?‘”‘ B | .l,:‘]llnﬂ::mpi."m ‘:It,"h
| mi'l aruttl-ful at least," Y

“Fyr what?" s
oyebrows again. X&d the Contemsa,
thing by iv?”

*Certainly not," replied Glislerd, with th

. " Y e -
“;“" colmress, 1 suppose youy mstinet told you
that it would be more novel und effective if
suint yielded than if she played the ol r:ul i.utg‘l’
seene ol crushing the devil under Lep lu‘ot hion

*Would you hnve let yours«if be L an

Ty yoiyon® . Ghinert spoke sawy
In'lll" Ih‘l steadily into her oyes spoke slowly and

e Contessa’s face soiten R
pattsed :"i'"'i"l:"" piids, t[lﬁgl u little, und she
wish new=1 w ’
1 rashly trs any Ioioacss 1 Wero mute whether
softly, and then sighed and looked " oshe suld

T8 Wl ey lute: st ooked away.

‘l' when the party “broke up,
|

But 1 think I un-

1 have no doubt,” sail
laugh,

s} raisin,
Do you think 1 mvuutsllr.‘l‘;’l:

though all had professed t)
LR 1T y y
"lllm ;:I.' guing home when the ,::m'!’l':m::::atml '
i o | rinvess of Gerano offersd Arden o st Il2 1
Anrlmrﬂn o and Pietro Ghister went awiy afons.
Hrr ) *-u:wu through the desorted dining roo and
ough the hall where he had sat so Iongmw.}l?g

majesty and took refuge in the chureh, But it

the Contessn, he :
corner wlur: mﬁ“lr‘ffu = m.’ fﬁﬁ"ﬂ"uﬁ?ﬂﬂi

As tho curtain went down u burst of applause:

involuntarily of the prologue to the tableau. His
faco was set rather sternly, but be smiled, too,
us he went by,

“1It s not last Carnival yet,” he said to
himself, us ne dfew on a great drivint:on which
covered his costume ecompletely. Then he went out.

It is very bart]tuulvwhe r he was a sentle
mental man or not. Men who write second-rale
verses when they are alone ly are; but, on
the other hand, those who knew him would not
have allowed that he possessed a grain of what is
commonly called sentimentafty, The word proba-
bly meuns a sort of vague desire to cx nce
rather lictitious emotions, with the intention of
lelieving ona's sclf to be pussionate by nature, and
in that sense the weakness could mot justly be
attributed to Ghisleri. But on this particular
night he did a thing which many peo
undoubtedly have called sentimental.
aside from the highway when he 1

lace in which Gouache lived, and he

simself to wander aimlessly on through the oller
rart of the eity, until he utnpfnl opposite to the
door of u church whieh stood in & broad strest
near the end of the last byway he had trav :
The night wus dark and gloomy and the ness
was only broken now and then La d t soatch
of rong, a burst of laughter, or the ca| I &-
inz of a guitar, just as tshisleri hiad dmwiF E
Indeed, It was by no means the first time that ha
walked home in the small hours of Ash Wednes
day morning after n night of gayety and emotion.

It chahnred that the church upon which he had
aceidentally eoms was the one known s the Church
of Prayer and Deatl. [t stands in the Via Ginlia,
behind the Palazzo Furnese, e realized the fact
ut once, and it scemed like a bad omen, He stood
#till & lonz time looking at the gloomy door with
steady eyes,

*Just such a Vlwn as this,” he said, in a low
tone. *Just such a ehurch as that, just such &
man as 1 am. [s this the comedy and was this
evoning the reality 2 Or ig it the other way 2"

He called np before his eyes the seene in which
he had =eted, and nis imagidation ol
readily enouzh,  He eould fancy how t
and the nun wonld look, and the train of re
and their movemsnts anil gestures.  But the nun’s
face was not that of the Contesss.  Another
shone out vividly in its place,

“Just God!" ejaculated the lonely man. *“Am
I &0 bad es that 2 Not to care after so mnch ?”

He turned upon his heel as though to cscape the
vision, and walked quickly away, hating inmself,
I3t he was mistaken.  He cared—ns he cxprn-ai
it—=far more than he dreamed of, more deoply,

thaps, in hiz own self-contrudictory, irrequlae
:nslllirn. than the woman of whom he was thinkic?.

Feople talked for some time of the Shrove Tues-
day feast at Gongehe's studio.  Then they fall to
talking ahout other things. Lent pa in the
usinal way, and thers was not much change in the
lives of the persons most concerned in this history,
Ghislori saw mueh loss of Arden than formerly,
of eourse, as the latter was wholly absorbed
his passion for his futnre wife. As for the worl
it was ax moeh oceupiod with dinner partios. musi-
el evenings and private theatrieals as iv had fore
werly Loen with daneing.  The time sped quickly.
The past senson had left belind it an enormous
Corpits Seandalorum Romanerim which made con=
versation bath eesy and delizhefsl, How many
of the unpleasant stories coneerning Lord [lerbert
Arden, Laura Carlyon, Pietro tihizleri and Madde-
lena dell _:\rrm potildl hnve been distinetiy traced
to Adele Savelli it is not cusy to say. As n matter
of fmet, vory few persons excepting Ghisleri him-
oIt took any trouhle to tracs them at all. Te
the average worlidly taste it is as unpleasaat t»
tollow uitln- origin of a delighttully savory Ji* as
it is to think, while vating, of the trae history of &
heofsteak, from thwe meadow to the tabls hy way
of the shanghter-honse and the cosic’s fingers.

Holy week eame, and the muilied bells, and the
silenee in houses at other times full and noisy,
and the general air of depression which resalts,
most probably from a certain amount of genuine
repentance and devotion which is felt in a place
whers by no means all nre bad at heart, and many
arw seroly wood,  The gay set felt uncomfort-
ahble, and a certain number experienced for the
firet time the most distinet aversion to confessing
their wislesds, as they onght to do at least onece

him
monle
vollers,

u yeur, As far as they woere concerned, Ghisleri's
vorsos eapresssd more truth than they had exe
pectd 1o find in them. Ghisleri himself was

rirely troubled by any return of the qualm whi
hind mrized him before the door of the Church o
Prayer and Death, and never aguin in the same
degree,  If he did not go on his way rejolcing, he
:uh;;cll ‘l‘\'l'n_tn n\nplo\duvilﬂ \}'lthuut remorse, mﬂ wus
vicked enough and selfish enough {

himself upon the faet, SAIV SREae

Arden and Laura were perfoct . They,
at least, had little cause p:u P lr’:na':-?:"n.uwl\ﬁ
with any evil done in the wnrrd sinee

better 1 for

wet, and Arden had assuredly
congratulating himself, It wuuti
hard to find a happier man ian he, and his
ness was perfectly legitimate and ntllofouwm
Whether it would prove durable was anotiie mat-
ter not so easy of decision.  Tut the facts of the
i:h;»in: \ts:'r»t hutr;nu{ o~nuu]gl| to crush all l'%::.
ension for i future, ' 4
DODHION Jor_the U Was not strange that
He could not be said to have led a lonely |
His family were deeply attacoed to him, an [I!ﬁ':l
earliost hovhood everything had been done to al
vinte the moral snflering inevitable in his cuse,
anid to make his material existence as bearable as
m.l.a:::r_»:"fg\. gp}h' of his ;err'l‘hh- infirmitlss,  But
‘urying sympathy of many lov
anel the unrelaxing ;‘up:lv 3} m--l“ g M:{lb.
cerely devoted to him, Arder could bardly have
logesd to attain to manhood at sll, much fess the
healthy moral growth which made him very une
like most men in_his condition, or the compurative
health of hody whereby he was abls to snjoy with.
ont danger much of what came in his way, He
was in reality o muel wore socinl and sieiable
man than his friend Ghisleri, thongh he did not
\msus--m the sume elements of sicovss (- soajety
lo wus fudeed sensitive, as has been said, 1n spite
of his deniul of the faet, but he was not bitter
u_hunt his great misfortune.  Hitherto only one
very puinfu thnur:lt had been connested with his
teformity, bevond the constant sense of physieal
inforfority to other men, e had felt, wnd not
without reason, that he must rehcanee the love of
woman and the hope of wedded happiness as b
Inz utterly beyond the bounds of n“ﬂlmimn pos-
«ibility. And now, as though Heaven meant to
compensate him to the full for the sufiedng in-
flictsd and patiently borne, he Lad.won, slmost
:::i!d::;ut!nu n'lﬂ'url.l lllr devoted love of the lirst
n for whom he h y ;oo
almost too good, il i
Love hud taken him and had clothed him in &

indead have heen

new humwanity, as it seemed to Wil

the feeblo fimbs, strengthening ' il::nllvg::mll?lf
matched shoulders, broadening nnd lluewuln' the
sunken chest that never held breath enough be-
fore wherewith to speak out full wopds o
sionate happiness, ve hud duwned upon p:l:
dusk of his dark morninz as the duwn of duy u

u leaden wea, sonttering un 0AROMA
path of the royul sm:‘ I!m?t:mgtg sweel

The
of livi g'u. :
tlincn‘:'a '::51 t!.u'v upon the flat waters of unprofitable

To those who watched the o i
ltnl. manifold scenes and its ﬂ?u‘&"-ﬁ.ﬂﬂ'liem
whose merest farce is ever and only the pral
to the tug«dtv which awaits all, ttn Is
::nre wonderinl, nothing more beautitul, n

11‘:.” touchinz—perhaps fow things more sacred—
Eln? Irtuha Pn\t\'nu;lk;i‘nln* hl:f u ntuhb Ihun al love's
is done before our ey :::I‘.l Mg b
und the grass grows, it 4
refreshed, ands the dead :;I:}g' nl::lﬂ.“ - with
the joy of coming life, bursta and shoots o

he sunshine and be k

moet the warmth of t
t we do not son, or seeing,

::a‘rs }1;’ woest wl;ul.
> none of these things in the same mensure
ourselves ~und perhaps for

in whish we care for
Isum the budding Hower weari
nd we own thuln .:hnugh'it- m!
ut

3

ofhiers,  We turn
enongh at last, a
to us and tonel

it l!'lm
:mdultn meanin, “;hnl..b‘l.:‘m“merr.“ antm
Iu ttle ex by ussocistion with he m
a:v:-“ for ourn, and then sometimes
rosl.ty'. ‘hliu':. :h:‘ ﬁn iteelf 18 the ¢ the
of ull our being. Sallh?:g hwl%

e T e T R W L Thgw i ena————




